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BONDAGE HOTEL 
PART II 


by Sadi DeMarque 


My name is Luis Garcia, and before 
the awful things happened to me at the 
Bondage Hotel, I had been quite a man 
with the women. There were plenty of 
reasons for this. 


One reason was that I am fairly 
tall and dark, and am reasonably good= 
looking, with a powerful build. Anoth- 
er reason, and I'll have to admit that 
it is probably the most important reae 
son, is that my father made a lot of 
money down in Central America where we 
come from. He not only kept me well 
supplied with cash, but also he let it 
be well known that at his death, I, as 
his only child, would inherit his mil- 
lions. So, all in all, I made out very 
well in the feminine angles of my so- 
cial life as a carefree bachelor with a 
luxurious apartment in New York, 


Whether it was debutantes or shop-= 
girls, I always had some cute dish 
meer oY available for my amusement, 
With plenty of money to spend on them, 
and being considered a food catch as a 
husband, I had no trouble getting ale 


most anything in skirts that I wanted, 
And I always wanted practically everye 
thing I could get. I really had it 
made, and my "Love tem and leave tem." 
policy really worked out very well for 
me, As soon as I got bored with some 
deme, no matter who she was, I just 
didn't call her any more, and if she 
called me, I was already busy with the 
next one in line, 


The thing that brought on all my 
troubles at Bondage Hotel was a combi-e 
nation of circumstances that got out of 
control, It was all my own fault, but 
that didn't make me enjoy it any more, 


It all started because I had gone 
into the corset and lingerie departe 
ment of Bargain Mart, the big departe 
ment store. I was buying some very exe 
pensive and exciting garments for the 
girl I was playing around with at the 
moment. The salesgirl who waited on me 
was a cute little blonde, and I found 
out her name was Margie. After a lot 
of coaxing I got her to have a drink 
with me after she got through work one 
evening, and I really layed it on 


thick with her, telling her how much I 
liked her and how rich I was and how 
much dough my father was going to leave 
me when he died. 


She seemed very interested in what 
I was telling her, but all I got out of 
it was a promise to have a date for 
cocktails some other time, Later I 
discovered that she had investigated me 
through other sources to find out if 
what I had told her about my family 
wealth was true, It was and that's how 
I got into my trouble. 


The next time when I tried to line 
up a date with Margie, she seemed 
pleased to see me, but absolutely re- 
fused to do anything more than have 
cocktails after work, the way we had 
the first time. She was a very attrac= 
tive and seductive girl, and this, com-= 
bined with the fact that I couldn't get 
anywhere with her, made her just that 
much more desireable to me, 


When I became insistent about go- 
ing out with her, or taking her home to 
her apartment, or having her come up to 


my terrific bachelor quarters, she 
still turmed me down cold, but she made 
me a strange offer in return. 


For some reason which she would 
not explain, Margie would not have any 
more dates with me at all, but she had 
told two of her friends about me and 
they were eager to meet me. This 
sounded sort of odd to me, but she sol- 
emnly assured me that both these girls 
were much more attractive than she was, 
and were very exotic typese She was 
certain I would like them both, and to 
prove her point, she would ask both of 
them to come to my apartment that very 
evening. If I liked them, or even just 
one of them, that wes fine, All I 
stood to lose was my time and a couple 
of drinks while I looked them over, 


At eightethirty that evening, my 
doorbell rang, and when I opened the 
door, there were the two unknown girls, 
es promised. Margie had been right 
that they were exotic, and they cere 
tainly were very attractive. The one 
who introduced herself as Fern was the 
taller, with long dark hair done up in 
a high complex coiffeur, But her cos-= 


tume was the most unusual part of her 
appearance. She wore a sort of jump- 
ere-dress, the main outer part of which 
was mede of shiny black leather. The 
sheath skirt was slit very high up in 
the back, while the blouse she wore une 
der this bizarre pinafore was of thin, 
intricate lace, which emphasized her 
high full bosom, However, the most m- 
usual part of her garb was the fact that 
she wore knee-length gleaming black 
boots that fitted her shapely legs and 
trim ankles like a second skin, Fern's 
exotic appearance was enhanced by a 
scar that ran down across her right 
eyebrow, onto her cheek, giving her ex- 
pression an almost regal sternness as 
well as a pagan wildness, 


As I greeted my two odd but excit- 
ing guests and led them into the living 
room of my suite, I also observed the 
other girl, whose name was Betty. Her 
outfit was also a tight black leather 
sheath, and buttoned down the front to 
where it was slit to well above her 
shapely Imees, A wide leather belt 
cinched her slim waist and brought into 
obvious prominence her out-thrust bosome 


A wonderfully long page-boy bob of 
black hair proclaimed her exquisite 
femininity, in contrast to her arms 
which were smoothly but heavily muse 
cled. 


Both girls carried large purses 
hung from shoulderestraps, and each 
wore black leather gloves which reached 
nearly to their shoulders. The shapli- 
ness of enkle and foot of both my 
guests was emphasized by very high 
spike heels which made them walk with 
an exaggerated hipeswinging motion, a 
mannerism which I found wholly attrace 
tive. 


To give me a chance to get a bete- 
ter lock at my visitors and decide what 
I wanted to do about them, we all sat 
down and I offered them drinks, Fern 
surprised me by taking off her sleek 
black kneeeboots, a process that ree 
vealed a lot of smooth nyloneclad leg 
above her imeey,y as well as a well~-turne- 
ed ankle and calf when the boot was 
off. The scar across her eye, surpris- 
ingly enough, did not detract from her 
appearance of superb glamour, but rathe 
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er added an element of mystery and ro- 
mance to her expression. 


While my attention had been devcot- 
ed to Fern and her exotic costume and 
appearance, Betty had been fumbling in 
her tag, which was nearly as big as @ 
small valise. My eyes were so busy 
surveying the out-thrust breasts and the 
sleek thighs clad in clinging leather, 
that I really wes not paying much ate 
tention to what Betty was doinge Both 
these strange young women were sc ate 
tractive that I was mentally trying to 
figure some way of having them bothe 
After all, Margie had told me that they 
both wanted to meet me and that I could 
have my choice, I wouldn't have to 
make a choice if I could get both. 


Suddenly, to my horror, I found 
that Betty had taken a pistol from her 
immense shoulderebag and handed it to 
Fern. The cruel, steely glint in that 
young lady's eye was meade even more 
sinister by her faceescar, and the bore 
of the Luger which she held so stead- 
ily in her gloved hand, looked big e- 
nough to demand an explanation for this 


bizarre conduct on the part of my two 
delightful female guests, Betty had 
brought a length of thin strong cord 
from her bag, and was binding my wrists 
behind my back. Fern's menacing and 
dominating glare, backed up by the pise 
tol so firmly held aiming at me, made 
me hesitate about resisting this weird 
attack, 


Why should these exotic girls be- 
have like this toward me? Were they 
going to rob me? Or was kidnapping for 
ransome their racket? I had never seen 
or dated either before, so revenge for 
some real or fancied injury in the past 
could not be their motive. And Margie, 
through whom I had met them, was only a 
very casual acquaintance of mine. Did 
they think they could get money from my 
father if they could make me their pri- 
soner? And how did they imagine they 
could get away with this astounding 
crime? 


While all these thoughts were 
whirling through my head, Betty had my 
left wrist securely bound, and was fase 
tening it to my right. I had to act 


very soon or I would be too helpless to 
do anything. If I had then only real- 
ized what was to be in store for me, I 
might have preferred death from a quick 
and merciful bullet, but now I could 
only act to free myself from these fee 
male desparadoes, For a second Betty 
and her fettering cords was between me 
and the menacing pistol, and I acted 
almost from instinct. 


My right wrist was not yet fasten-= 
ed securely, and I swmg my whole body 
around violently, throwing my weight 
against Betty so that she was thrown 
off balance, and bringing my now-free 
right hand around to hit Ferm a power- 
ful blow on the hand which was holding 
the gun, before she could fire, even if 
she had intended to. The gun went 
spinning across the room and in an in-= 
stant the three of us were engaged in a 
milling, thrashing, scrambling wrestl- 
ing match on the floor. I was stronger 
than either of them singly, of course, 
but there were two of them and they 
were both big, strong, welledeveloped 
girls, and evidently accustomed to 
rougheand=tumble fishts of this sort. 


Being in close, struggling; writh= 
ing with an obviously female girl is 
something that I normally enjoy very 
much and as often as I can arrange it. 
But ‘this was something very different 
from any previous encounter I had ever 
experienced, This time they were ate 
tacking me, and were not being at all 
lady-like about their methods. And 
each of us was trying to get the pistol 
which lay on the carpet well out of 
reaches 


Even with the splits in the skirt, 
the girls! sheath dresses of leather 
hampered their violent exertions, and 
were s00on pulled well up on smooth, 
creamy, taut thighs as our free-for-all 
raged around the room, Trim waists and 
rounded hips were all over me, and I 
can assure you I was no gentleman with 
regards to how I fought with these rame 
paging vixense tverywhere I looked or 
grabbed, there seemed to be some piece 
of female anatomy, and it all was 
fighting like a whole cage full of 
wildeatse Their long black hair was 
flying wildly in all directions and 
their tight leather dresses seemed to 


protect their wearers and give them 
extra strength, 


Suddenly Betty gave a flying leap 
across my legs, and landed atop the 
pile in such a manner as to press 
Fern's strong heaving body even more 
heavily upon me, bearing down with heate 
ed firm curves in a mockery of an eme- 
brace that under other circumstances 
would have been ecstatic. Betty's 
gioved hand grasped the Luger, and she 
rolled free of our situation, and ese 
pecially me. I saw her level the gun 
at my belly and I admitted defeat by 
relaxing under Fern's warmly pressing 
weipht. We were all breathing heavily 
from our exertions, and the way this 
strained the dresses that the girls 
wore would have been very exhilerating 
to me had not my liberty and masculin- 
ity been in jeopardy. 


The girls were not to be caught 
napping again by any sudden moves on my 
part, and Betty stayed well away from 
my reach, while Fern remained sitting 
on my prostrate form. As she straddled 
my back, Fern's tight skirt was thrust 


even further up her shapely legse Bet- 
ty, too, in her crouching pose of read- 
iness with the pistol, showed lots of 
taut nylon and white smooth flesh above, 
but her menace and actions kept me from 
savoring that treate 


With Betty's gum to enforce her 
commands, Fern now dragged my wrists a= 
round between my shoulder=-blades and 
bound them there securely together, 
with a loop up around my throat to rene 
der me completely helpless. Now Betty 
took another length of the same thin 
strong cord and tightly lashed my ank- 
les together so that I could offer no 
resistance at all and was their help- 
less prisoner, And I still could not 
find any real reason for their attack 
upon me, 


From her voluminous shoulder-bagy,y 
Betty now drew out a bizarre apparatus 
which at first I could not identify. 
Under Fern'ts strong and agile fingers, 
however, I soon found out all too well 
what it was for, It was an ingenious 
ballegag with a long flexible strap 
which passed around my head and was 
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buckled tight, forcing a firm rubber 
ball into my wide-stretched mouth and 
rendering me incapable of speech or 
even of calling for help, a possibility 
Which only occurred to me now that it 
was too late, There I lay, trussed in- 
to utter physical impotency, a bound 
prisoner in my own home, and under the 
absolute domination of two exotically 
leather-clad and excitingly feminine 
and glamourous girls. 


Still panting in a manner that put 
a terrific strain on the bodices of 
their clothes, Betty and Fern now ree 
laxed on my sofa after lighting ciga- 
rettes and preparing the drinks which I 
had freely offered them when they first 
arrived. Gracefully and casually they 
repaired the slight damages to their 
exquisite appearance which our melee 
had caused, A few deft strokes with a 
comb, a quick flourish with a lipstick, 
and a dab with a powderpuff, and they 
were again models of exotic, soignd, 
superb femininity. A tug and st to 
set their gleaming leather skirts in 
place, and to straighten the seams of 
their nylons, and no one could have 


told that just a few minutes before 
they had been active participants in 4 
wild roughehouse and had reduced a 
strong man to bound slavery. Indeed, 
the female of the species is more dead= 
ly than the mals, as these girls had 
proved on m6, 


With my corded helpless body still 
at their feet, they relaxed and ree 
freshed themselves, discussing their 
plans just as freely as though I, their 
victim, could not hear what they were 
saying. In reality, I suppose it made 
no difference whether I could hear them 
or not, for I was totally incapable of 
doing anything about it in any case. 


As I came to understand more and 
more of what they were planning for me, 
I became more and more horrified at 
what had befallen me, It seemed that 
Betty and Fern had heard about me 
through Margie, when all three had met 
at some weird place called Bondage Ho» 
tel one weekend, When the two girls 
had told Margie that they were looking 
for a man whom they could turn into a 
slave to satisfy their bizarre ideas of 


fun and amusement, Margie had suggested 
me, After further discussion, it was 
decided that Betty and Fern would are 
range to meet me, then capture and im» 
prison me in preparation to taking me 
to this Bondage Hotel. Once there, 
they would force me into a regime of 
discipline and bondage, the end result 
of which would make me their subservi-= 
ent, docile, and willing slave. 


Having thus reduced me to the leve= 
el of a servile minion, one or the 
other of the girls would go through the 
formalities of marrying me, so as to 
gain control over my present allowance 
ag well as my anticipated inheritance 
at my father's death. The fact that I 
was to have no say as to whom I should 
marry, and should not even have bodily 
access to my wife, but was to be kept 
in the status of a lowly lackey and 
plaything for these dominant girls, made 
me boil with impotent rage. Struggle 
and writhe and heave as I would, f 
could get nowhere in my efforts to free 
myself, and did not even have the dubi- 
ous privilege of being able to speak my 


steaming protests and anger at their 


effrontery. All I could do was suffer 
and accept my bizarre fate at the hands 
of these exotic and dominating Amazonse 


By the time that Betty and Fern 
were fully recovered from our tussle, 
it was getting late and they decided to 
spend the night in my apartment, and 
arrenge to have me transported to this 
Bondage Hotel the next day. The girls 
decided that they would share the huge 
bed in my bedroom and leave me pain= 
fully and helplessly trussed on the 
floor for the night. This redoubled my 
rage at my captivity, but there was no- 
thing I could do but endure these in- 
dignities for the moment and hope for 
release somehow later, 


Since all I could do was watch and 
wait, I devoted all my efforts to 
watching and waiting for the slip or 
incident that would set me on the road 
to freedom. When Betty got up to mix a 
last round of drinks for herself and 
Fern, before they retired to my big 
comfortable bed for the night, I 
thought I saw her slip some white powe 
der into the drink that she gave to 
Fern, I couldn't be sure, but when, in 


a few minutes Fern began to nod sleep-= 
ily, I was sure my hunch had been cor-= 
recte 


Without even a glance at mey Betty 
dragged the doped and groggy Fern in 
and layed her out on the bed. Then 
from her bag the traitorous girl got 
some more of her favorite cord, snd 
proceeded to tie up her former friend 
as she lay drugged and helpless. I 
could not imagine what new twist the 
macabre plot was taking, but I noticed 
with fear in my heart that Betty tied 
Fern up in a ervelly tight and uncom- 
fortable position, despite the fact 
that the victim was already helpless 
from the druge 


Fern's limp unconscious body was 
arched back and her slim ankles were 
bound back almost to her shoulders, to 
which, actually they were fastened by 
short lengths of cord. Then the wproe 
testing girl's arms were tied tightly 
together behind her and her wrists 
stretched down till they nearly met her 
knees. Betty then climbed up on the 


bed, still wearing her exotic leather 


sheath and her spiked high heels and 
Lifted Fern almost off the bed by her 
trussed limbs. Having thus bent Ferm 
into as much of an arch as possible, 
separating her bound limbs from her 
torso, Betty deftly inserted a pillow 
in the tensed opening she had formed 
behind Fernts back, thus assuring that 
the girl would be held at fullest ten- 
sion for the duration of her ordeal. 


Now Betty turned her perverse ate 
tentions upon me, and I shivered in ane 
ticipation of what she might have in 
store for me, She meticulously in- 
spected every cord and imot that held 
me helpless to make sure that I would 
remain that way. Then she rolled me 
over on my back and stood looking down 
at me, her face expressing an odd mix- 
ture of what I took to be passion and 
regal domination, Looking up at her 
erect form, as I was, she took on the 
aura and bearing of an omnipotent and 
merciless Empress who was deigning to 
inspect a slave before deciding what 
horrible fate or penalty to decree for 
hime 


Her exquisitely long and tapering 


legs seemed to ascend almost to heaveny 
from where I lay beneath her towering 
figure. From pointed stilt-heel past 
regally slim ankles, rounded calves 
trim knees, and firm colums of swelling 
thighs, Betty seemed to hover over me 
as a perfect symbol of female menace., 
Her firm, lush hips, tightly cinched 
waist, and voluptuously out=thrust bose 
om loomed threateningly above my supine 
body. And to top this goddess of woe» 
manly power was the severe, serene, une 
compromising perfection of her petu- 
lantly arrogent face, with its cascad- 
ing waves of gorgeous black hair frame 
ing ite. 


At length my eyes wavered beneath 
her baleful glare and then she sank 
down beside my helpless body, At first 
I was honestly frightened that she was 
going to strangle me, or even sink her 
fine, even, sharp teeth into my throat 
like a vampire sucking blood from her 
victim for her own nourishment. She 
reached out her strong hands with their 
long patrician fingers still encased in 
the bleck supple gloves, and grasped my 
face, holding my head so that I had to 
face her whether I wanted to or note 


There was no element of affection in 
her gesture, = only imperious demand of 
a High Priestess upon a slavée 


Slowly her body leaned further 
over me, her shoulders over mine, her 
body angling off across the carpet. 

Her face lowered over mine and her 
glorious hair fell in obsidian waves 
about my face, shutting off most of the 
light and leaving me in a frightening 
and intimate gloom. Still her face ape» 
proached closer and closer till my eyes 
could no longer focus on her exquisite= 
ly chiselled classic features. When I 
was nearly mad with uncertainty, she 
swiftly unfastened the gag which en- 
circled my face and head, and pressed 
her luscious full carmine lips to mine 
in a passionate kiss of dominant ece 
stags Ye 


To a man with my background and 
experience in social dalliance with 
hundreds of girls of all sorts, my 
present predicament was utterly fane 
tastice Instead of being the mastere 
ful aggressor in what seemed to be an 
approaching seduction, I was the power= 
less victim, forced to endure and ree 


ceive whatever activities my omnipotent 
dominatrix might find amusing to her 
mood of the moment. I was ebout to be 
used by this bizarre and exotic female 
in exactly the same way that I had used 
so many girls before this. But there 
was absolutely nothing I could do to 
change or prevent this weird and fruse- 
trating change of roles. 


With my hands and feet securely 
fastened in their undignified bondage, 
I could only lie on the carpet and pas-= 
sively accept whatever Betty pleased to 
do to me. Her upper body lay warmly 
across my chest and shoulders, and I 
could feel the pressure where her large 
firm breasts were driven against me by 
her relaxed weight. Her smoothly 
leather-clad hands carressed my face 
and neck, teasing and pinching my 
cheeks, smoothing my wrinkled worried 
brow, and testing the contours and mus- 
culature of my shoulders and chest, 
This reversal of agressor and recipient 
roles was especially pertinent to me, 
for I had a momentary glimpse of pere 
forming the same actions with many of 
my former female playmates as I pro- 
gressed toward their seduction, 


With her eyes halfesleepy with 
deeply smoldering passion, Betty stared 
down into my face and again lowered her 
heade Her long flowing limpid tresses 
again inundated me in their Stygian 
carressing depths, and while her fingers 
held my face immobile, her lush crimson 
lips sought and found mine. Having lo- 
cated their target, her mouth was 
pressed demandingly against me and I 
felt the sharp, hot tip of her tongue 
flutter across my lips as she tried to 
penetrate my sealed mouth through her 
partially opened teeth. Her lithe sin- 
uous arms crushed me against her and 
the strident heavings of her tense 
breaths impressed the twin-hemispheres 
of her femininity upon me, The fact 
that my bound arms could not embrace 
her was enough to make me frantic with 
frustration. 


After what seemed like an age of 
frustratingly useless kisses while her 
strong smooth arms encircled and stroke 
ed me, Betty again raised her head and 
shoulders to survey me, her helpless 
partner in this bizarre futile love- 
scenee My glance darted wildly around, 
seeking some means of escape from my 


frustrating thralldom, so that I could 
take over command of this inverse se- 
duction. And what I saw gave me a 
thrill of hope that perhaps release 
from my hateful bondage would soon ar- 
rive. 


I dared not concentrate too much 
on what I saw, for fear of drawing Bete 
ty's attention to it, but on the big 
bed Fern was well along in escaping 
from the cords that bound her into her 
terrible arch of torment. Already her 
hands were free, and she was silently 
but feverishly working on the knots 
which bound her feet up back to her 
shoulders, 


Meanwhile Betty was ready to pro- 
gress with the bizarre loveescene which 
she and I had been enacting under her 
dire and strict supervision, "You are 
now my slave. Do you understand? My 
abject slave, to do with as may suit my 
whim of the moment. Speak to me, 
Slave, Tell me what you think of me, 
your Mistress and Queen, But be caree 
ful to speak to me with deference and 
reverence fitting to our new relation 


ship." Her stern glance of complete 
domination made me want to cower but I 
tried to keep my wits about mée 


"You're terrific, Betty," I told 
her ardently. "You're really quite a 
girl, even with all your crazy ideas,' 
I wanted to keep her interested in me, 
on the chance that Fern would get loose 
and then help me escapes 


1 


Betty looked down upon me in oute 
raged anger, Her sleekly gloved hand 
smacked me across the face and her ex» 
pression of regal hauteur and offended 
dignity made me quake with fear at what 
she might do next, for I was helpless 
to prevent any punishment her imperious 
ire might inflict. "What do you mean, 
speaking to me in such familiar terms?" 
she demanded, "I told you’ that I am 
your Mistress and you are my Slave, to 
do with as I wish." 


"Aw, come on, Kid," I wheedled 
her, "You are really stacked, and 
those clothes sure do things for you, 
But we've played this game long enough, 
Untie me now, and we'll make some 


beautiful music together." 


Again her gloved hand whipped ae 
cross my face, and I could feel where it 
left a red, stinging imprint. "Hold 
your tongue, Slave, till you learn how 
to address your Mistress. Or will I 
have to gag you again while I punish 
you and teach you proper respect and 
reverence for me, And as for our ever 
being intimate, you are the one who's 
crazye if I ever make you my nominal 
husband, you can be sure that it will 
be only to simplify my finances. Your 
duties will still be only to worship 
and serve me in menial tasks." 


Her bizarre attitude was beginning 
to sound serious, and I hastily glanced 
over to Fern on the bed. She was neare 
ly free of her bondage, so it looked as 
if I had a good chance of being untied, 
too, in a little while, Then this 
weird nightmare would be over and 
things would be back in their proper 
perspective, But I'd be careful that 
this Betty never got the upper hand 
Over me again, 


Betty reached down and twisted one 
of my ears in her firm grip, a most 
painful and undignified proceeding for 
a grown man to undergo, "Tell me you 
worship me," she hissed. "Tell me you 
want to be my slave and are glad to 
perform lowly tasks in order to be near 
me. Are you eager to kiss my feet and 
wash them with your tongue?" 


"Sure, Betty. Anything you say. 
But for Gosh sakes, stop twisting my 
ear or you'll pull it off, And untie 
me so we can all have a nice friendly 
drink together," 


"Arrogant slave," she gritted be-= 
tween clenched teeth. "Insufferable 
upstart. You still persist in the fane 
tasy that we are equals, and you ad- 
dress me as suche Get it through your 
stupid head that I am your ommipotent 
Mistress, and can torment you or even 
kill you if I feel like it. You have 
no will but mine. You live or die only 
at my pleasure. Your sole purpose in 
life, now, is to provide service and 
amusement for me," 


She seemed to mean what she was 
saying. And in my present state of 
bondage she certainly was boss of the 
situation. My GodjJJ Perhaps she real- 
ly was going to keep me as her personal 
slave for the rest of my life. And 
there was nothing I could do to prevent 
her from carrying out her threats. I 
could only pray that Fern made good her 
own escape and then freed me from this 
veritable slavery under the domination 
of this Queen Betty. 


A quick glance showed me that Fern 
was now unhampered by any of the former 
bondagee She was creeping stealthily 
from the bedroom toward where Betty was 
still lying half on my trussed body, 
enforcing her role of Mistress to my 
Slave, and demanding that I worship her 
power and her female allure as if I 
were some pagan adoring a heathen idole 


From a distance of about six feet, 
Fern hurled herself at the royally ree 
laxed figure of Betty. I could see the 
savage fury in her face, and the scar 
Which gave her the superb air of mys-= 
tery and glamour, was a livid slash 


that made her expression superhuman in 
its throbbing rage. The impact of 
Fern's onslaught threw both exquisite 
female bodies heavily across mé, and 
then the action was so swift and chaote 
ic for a few minutes that I was liter- 
ally buried under an avalanche of 
twisting, writhing, struggling, streaine 
ing girls! bodies, 


I could not move my arms or legs, 
end could only serve as a suffering 
male arena on which these Amazons 
fought, seemingly to the death. Firm, 
tensed hips straddled me. Taut smooth 
thighs strained inches above my face. 
Heaving breasts pressed against my body 
and were dragged across it. A trim 
pulsing waist would be forced upon meéy, 
end seconds later, be replaced by a 
flexing limb, No matter how the de= 
tails of the battle fared, it all took 
place immediately upon my trussed and 
impotent body, and, like all innocent 
bystanders, I took the brunt of the 
damage in the form of strains and 


bruisese 


Close as I was to the actual melee, 


it seemed to me that every second that 
they battled, some superb and exciting 
element of female anatomy was thrust at 
me or throwm into exaggerated relief, 
or otherwise displayed and emphasized 
in a manner very disturbing to my phys- 
ical and emotional peace. I certainly 
wanted my freedom, but right now it was 
most exhilerating to be so intimately 
associated with two such voluptuous 
girls while they strained and struggled 
and hit and bit and heaved and quivered 
and tensed and flexed and grumted and 
Whimpered and pulled and pushed and 
clutched and heaved and sprawled, all 
over Me. 


Finally there was a choking gar- 
gle, and Betty was lying upon my pros-~ 
trate body. Sitting astride Betty's 
plump firm hips was Fern, so that Bete 
ty was pressed down against me by both 
their weights. Fern was the victor in 
this weird heroic bettle between the 
girls, for her right arm was hooked a= 
round under Betty's throat, dragging 
Betty's head back and strangling her 
into unconsciousness. 


As soon as Betty's head dropped 
slack, from lack of air, Fern sprang 
from the limp body that sprawled on me, 
and fetched several lengths of cord, 

In a matter of seconds she was binding 
Betty, and long before consciousness 
returned to the vanquished girl, she 
was helpless, And now the essential 
cruelness and fertility of Fern's image 
ination were revealed in the manner o 
Betty's bondage. Her own position had 
been one of painful distortion for Bete 
ty's perverse amusement, but Fern's ree 
venge was superb. 


After Betty's arms had been tight- 
ly bound behind her, she was stretched 
out on her back on the carpeted floor, 
a pose that thrust her large firm 
breasts into even greater prominence 
within her leather dress. The tight 
sheath skirt of this dress was now 
pushed well up on Betty's taut tapering 
thighs and her feet trussed widely ae 
part to distantly separated pieces of 
heavy furniture, This would have been 
bad enough for the defeated girl, to 
whom domination over me and all men was 
so vitally important, but worse was yet 
to come for her to endure both physi- 


cally and emotionally. 


Fern now used her immense strength 
to hoist my helplessly bound body a- 
cross Betty's futilely protesting fig- 
ure. I was laid down on my back over 
her wide-spread limbs, my arms where 
they were tightly corded behind me 
pressed down on her already slim waist. 
And my head was pillowed on Betty's 
chest, a fact which I could feel but 
not see, for I could only stare at the 
ceiling and could not budge from this 
bizarre couch if I had wanted to, Fern 
now stood over the bound bodies of her 
prisoners, and I knew that she had no 
intention of freeing me from my servi- 
tudes I had changed mistresses, it was 
true, but maybe I had jumped from the 
frying-pan into the fires 


Fern's expression, highlighted by 
the odd scar across one eyes, was ceor- 
tainly no less severe or dominant than 
Betty's had been, In fact Fern would 
probably be even more cruel and demand- 
ing, in repayment for what she had suf- 
fered already. And as I looked up at 
her standing figure from where I lay, 
the sight of her long curving legsy 


rounded hips, and voluminous bosom that 
seemed about to burst from the lacy top 
of her leather pinafore, and austere 
aristocratic face, all proved that she 
was Wholly female and bent on vengeance, 
In truth, Hell hath no fury like a woe 
man scorned, 


Fern now lounged in an easy chair 
near Betty's head, and proceeded to be~ 
rate and heap scorn on her former 
friend. "So you thought you'd steal 
him for yourself, did you? You said we 
were going to share him equally and 
make him a personal bodyeslave for both 
of us, But then you saw he was big and 
handsome so you wanted him all for 
yourself, But just see where it got 
you, you conniving witch." 


Betty opened her mouth to answer 
her tormentor, but Fern casually drop- 
ped the ashes from her cigarette into 
Betty's mouth and she sputtered and 
gagged, as Fern continued. "Since we 
both have waged a lifelong war against 
male superiority and are only interes- 
ted in them as slaves and menial sere 
vants, I thought I could trust you. I 


thought my last drink tasted funny, but 
I was groggy from the drug you put in 
it before I realized your perfidy, I 
pretended to pass out, but I had sense 
enough to tense my muscles while you 
were tying me up. Then when I relaxed 
later I could loosen the kmots and é6se 
cape from the fiendish bondage you 
forced on me, And you were so wrapped 
up in enjoying your new slave that you 
didn't notice me escaping. And now it 
is my turn to enjoy putting this help- 
less male slave through his duties. To 
make you regret your treachery, we're 
using you for a couch while I am amsed 
and he is tantalized for my pleasure," 


Fern now lay down beside me, her 
legs and hips angling away from my tore 
sO, and leaned her upper body and 
shoulders onto my cheste I could feel 
the intimate feminine pressure of her 
bosom as it was thrust against my ribs, 
and this added to the weight that Bete 
ty was forced to support with her 
trussed body beneath mine. Now in her 
turn, Fern's exotically gloved hands 
explored my upper body in a bizarre 
travestye 


Presently Fern was kissing me and 
otherwise exciting herself with my 
helpless masculinity. She flicked her 
long jaunty ponyetail across my face, 
making me blink at this symbolic lashe= 
ing with a soft feminine cat-o-nine- 
tails. Then she teasingly nibbled my 
lips, my nose, my ears, and my eyelids. 
It was both stimulating and horrifying 
to be the helpless recipient of this 
dominating female attention, well awere 
that it was done only for the pleasure 
of the overbearing and superior girl, 
and that I could never expect any 
satisfaction from ite. 


What seemed to make these activie 
ties most pleasuable to my female cape 
tors was that they could be sure that 
I would be frustrated at all times. 

The fact that I could not defend myself 
against their advances seemed to please 
them, especially since I could not 
foree more ardent and violent masculine 
demands on them in return. And both 
girls had assured me that once we were 
at Bondage Hotel, my duties would be 
even more lowly and menial, a fact that 


appalled me but excited theme 


Early the next morning, Margie, 
the girl who had got me involved with 
this weird setup when I had tried to 
date her, arrived to superintend my 
transfer to their base of bondage oper-= 
ations, the hotel about which I had 
heard. Her costume was quite different 
from the smart, feminine, but rather 
conventional clothes she had worn while 
at work, 


From neck to toes Margie was cove 
ered with thin, skin=tight black nylon 
opera-length hose and leotard, which 
encased but did not conceal her ex- 
quisite female figure, including her 
legs, body, and arms. In what seemed 
to be almost a standard policy of their 
costumes of domination, she wore ex 
tremely high=heeled black pumps and 
sleek black gloves, The soft smooth 
creamy texture of her skin, and her 
long blonde hair offered an exciting 
contrast to her dark costume, 


But the most bizarre part of her 
costume was one that emphasized the 
lush female ripeness of her diminutive 
figure by pretending to make her look 
like a tiny child barely ready for kin- 
dergarten. Over her basic covering of 
tight, black, almost transparent nylon, 
Margie wore littleegirl rompers of 
glistening black satind 


The nominal legs of these rompers 
were held tight around the very top of 
her shapely thighs by elastic, and then 
the exotic garment puffed out pertly 
and saucily around her curving firm 
hipse In back the rompers ended at the 
waist where elastic again clasped it 
firmly to Margie'ts slimness,. But in 
front there was a sort of bib, still of 
the gleaming black satin, which came up 
to partially cover but not hide the 
outethrust hemispheres of her breasts, 
and was held up by a haltereband around 
her necks 


As soon as Margie arrived, Fern 
bees explaining about the troubles she 
and Betty had been having with each- 


other. Margie listened while Ferm ex-= 


plained her side of the battle, and 
then heard Betty's slant on thingse 
They all talked freely in front of mey 
as though I were a deaf and dumb piece 
of furniture, and actually, my opinions 
and influence were probably worth just 
about that much, since I was still in 
my helpless bondage and saw no prospect 
of getting free, 


Margie bawled out both girls for 
fighting over something as worthless as 
aman, and made Fern untie Betty from 
her trussed spread-eagle position on 
the floor, The two girls glared at 
eachother but were afraid to disobey 
Margie who evidently was @ powerful 
boss of their bizarre organization. 
Now all three, under Mergie's direc- 
tion, prepared me for my journey to 
their weird club, Bondage Hotele 


They left my wrists bound together 
tightly behind my back and still draw 
up between my shoulder-blades by the 
noose around my neck, Then they 
loosened the cords which bound my anke 
les, and used them to tie my knees to- 

ether, leaving them separated by a few 
nehes so I would be able to walk with 


short, halting stepse Then Margie's 
fiendish imagination was shown, for she 
had the girls remove my shoes, and then 
she put a pair of my cuff-links which 
she got from my bureau, in each shoe 
before having them laced back on me 
again. 


As long as I was sitting or lying 
down, this was not too uncomfortable, 
but as goon as I had to stand, the mete 
al objects in my shoes were unbearably 
painful, and would make any attempt to 
run away impossible, They had me hobe 
bled as effectively as if my ankles 
were actually bound, but it would all 
be invisible to a casual observer. 


Next Margie rolled up two bathe 
towels from my bathroom and inserted 
one into each sleeve of my topccat, 
pinning them at the upper arm to hold 
them in place, The sleeves of the coat 
were then inserted in the side pockets 
of the coat and pinned in place there. 
The topcoat was now put on me and but- 
toned up, so that even with my arms in 
their uncomfortable and helpless bone 
dage, I looked as though I just had my 


hands in my pockets. 


Margie now ordered me to open my 
mouth, enforcing her command by kicking 
me in the shins with her spiked heels, 
She thrust several wadded-up handker# 
chiefs into my mouth and held this gag 
in place with wide strips of adhesive 
tapee Then she tugged a rubber face- 
mask over my whole head, one of those 
caricatures of Li'l Abner that you can 
buy in novelty stores, The only dif- 
ference was that this mask had the 
openings for the mouth and eyes sealed 
upe I could breathe through the nos- 
tril-holes, but could not see at all, 
and, of course could not speak or call 
for help. Now they placed one of my 
felt hats on my head and led me down~ 
stairs to where Margie'ts car was waite 
inge 


Walking proved to be a terrible 
torment, what with the cufflinks in my 
shoes and my knees able to move only 
slightly. And being blinded by the 
mask, I was always in fear of bumping 
into something or falling down, since 
I could not use my hands at all for 


balance or protection. Even though I 
knew it was the beginning of a trip to 
permanent slavery, I was glad of the 
comfort and security when I could sit 
down in the car, I don't think we en- 
countered anyone on the trip from my 
apartment to the car, but even if we 
had, it would have taken a very careful 
observer to notice anything more than a 
feeble man being helped by three very 
attractive and exotic girls, for Margie 
wore a conservative cape over her rome 
per outfit and would not attract much 
attention. 


During the hour that our drive 
took, Betty and Fern argued almost con- 
tinually about which of them was to own 
me as her personal slave. Margie's 
authority kept them from actually 
fighting, but there definitely was anie-e 
mosity between them, and I was the 
helpless victim of their feud, and the 
one sure to suffer from their anger. 

By the time we reached Bondage Hotel, 
they had just about decided my fate, 
all without consulting me in any waye 
Fern was to be my first mistress and to 
have absolute control over me for at 


least two weekends. After that Betty 
would go through the formality of mar- 
rying me and I would become her perpete 
ual slave for as long as she wanted me. 
Meanwhile, they agreed to divide equal- 
ly any money that was available, which 
included my allowance from home, and 
eventually my huge inheritance from my 
father's estate. 


At length we reached our destina-~ 
tion and I was ordered out of the car 
and led into what seemed to be a big 
house of some sort. Being still blind- 
folded I could see nothing, but what 
little I could hear indicated a large 
room. And we were not alone} I could 
hear many other voices and they all 
seemed to be female, and all seemed ex= 
cited. 


We stopped and the overcoat was 
removed from my shoulders and my hat 
taken off. Next the rubber facemask 
was dragged off my head, and with my 
arms and legs still bound and my mouth 
gagged, I looked around in alarmed 
amazementse We were in the huge foyer 


of an elaborate old hotel, with a ball-~ 
room and dining room opening off it. 
There must have been at least twenty= 
five girls present, and all were clad in 
exotic costumes of the same general 
type that Fern and Betty and Margie 
wore, The girls were all beautifully 
formed and held themselves so that 
their figures were most delightfully 
exhibited, and their clothes emphasized 
the attractiveness which was displayed. 
All wore very high heels to accentuate 
the taut length of their legs, and the 
bizarre costumes were made of leather, 
rubber, lace, and satin, and all in 
either black or brilliant colors which 
contrasted with their gleaming skin and 
dramatic coiffeurs. 


This bevy of unusual females gath= 
ered closely around me, giggling and 
poking my body, and commenting on my 
appearance as if I were a new toy or 
mascot for them to play with and have 
fun dominating. And I realized that I 
was just that. A helpless plaything, 
completely at the capricious mercy of 
these exotic and cruel girls, I was no 
longer a predatory, aggressive men, ale 


ways looking for some cute girl to se- 
duce, I was a veritable slave of the 
bizarre whims of these exotic females, 
two of whom had already fought over the 
right to own me and be my 211-powerful 
Mistress. 


All of the girls were bubbling with 
ideas and suggestions as to what to do 
with me when Margie, as the evident Di- 
rector of this weird organization, ine» 
terrupted. "Now, Girls. I kmow it is 
exciting to have a new maneslave here 
to tease and play with and dominate, 
but we have to work together or we 
won't be able to enjoy him, Fern and 
Betty captured him, so he belongs to 
them and will be their personal slave. 
But when they aren't using him, we can 
all have fun dressing him up and keepe 
ing him in all kinds of bondage, At 
first, of course, we'll have to be very 
careful that he doesn't escape or get 
free, but after we have broken him in 
and dominated his silly masculine ideas 
of male superiority, he will become 
very docile, I'm sure." 


The group of glamourously clad and 


excitingly exposed girls listened ate 
tentively while Margie spoke, but their 
eyes stayed fastened on me and seemed 
to be mentally removing my clothes as 
they surveyed their prize captivée 


"Now the first thing is to put a 
suitable costume on him so that we can 
really appreciate what we've caught," 
Margie continued, "After that we can 
make him useful around our Club while 
we train him to be the kind of humble 
and respectful slave that we want, All 
you girls go back into the ballroom and 
have your drinks, I will arrange for 
this slavets first bondage costume and 
have him back here to wait on you and 
help serve our lunch in just a few min- 
utes. - 


With these words, Margie led me 
off, down some stairs to a cellar. 
With my arms bound helplessly behind my 
back, and able to take only short paine 
ful steps because my kmees were tied 
and I had cufflinks in my shoes, I was 
unable to resist as she roughtly shoved 
me into a small barred cell and locked 


the door. The cell was brightly lit 
but I could see Margie only dimly in 
the relative dark of the corridor oute 
side, To my surprise she now was armed 
with an unusual sort of pistol but she 
quickly explained it to me, 


"Until you submit to our absolute 
domination over you, both body and 
soul, we have to be able to enforce our 
commandse This pistol only shoots pow-= 
erful rubber bands. It cannot kill you 
or even seriously wound you, but I am 
a good shot and when I shoot, it will 
hurt you a lot. And I will aim for 
places Where its violent sting will be 
most effective in disciplining you, 
Now, Slave, back up to the bars at the 
front of your cell so I can release 
your arms," 


At this chance for freedom I obey-= 
ed immediately, and Margie quickly cut 
the cords which bound my arms so rigide 
ly up between my shouldereblades. Af= 
ter their long bondage under tension in 
an unnatural position, it took some 
time for me to exercise and limber them 


up so that I could use them properly 
again, Margie watched every move I 
made and then ordered me to untie the 
cord which fastened my legs together. 

I obeyed and then she told me to remove 
my shirt and undershirt. I did as I 
was told, for if there came a chance to 
fight my way out of this terrible site 
uation I didn't want to be hampered by 
any excess encumbering clothes, Next 

I removed my shoes which were extremely 
painful to stand in, and heaved a sigh 
of relief, 


"Now take off the rest of your 
clothes, Slave," Margie commanded mé,y 
to my surprise. I started to protest, 
but instantly a searing sting on my 
chest told me that Margie had used her 
non-lethal weapon, I quickly stripped 
off my slacks, and through the bars of 
my cell, she tossed a garment, ordering 
me to put it on when I had fully strip- 
ped. 


Again I protested at this blatant 
violation of my rights of masculine su- 
periority and dignity. This time the 


shot from her devilish pistol felt like 
a white=hot branding iron on the nape 
of my neck, and I kmew I would have to 
obey, for if she ever zeroed in on her 
target, she was sure of a quick and abe 
solute victorye 


Just then a lilting female voice 
called Margie, from the head of the 
céllar stairs, and with a curt command 
to me to have on my costume by the time 
she returned, the Director of Bondage 
Hotel left me to attend to the new 
problem that called her upstairs. 


I quickly stripped off my under- 
shorts and started to put on the gare 
ment which Margie had tossed to me. At 
first glance it looked like a tiny pane 
ty=-girdle, made out of some tough elase 
tic material. In the brief period of 
privacy which Margie's absence afforded 
me, I struggled to put on this bizarre 
costume, as ordered. Dragging 1t up my 
legs was quite a struggle, for the 
waisteband and leg=eholes were much too 
small and had to be stretched to their 
limit to accomodate my husky male di- 


mensions. The fabric was indeed tough, 
but with strenuous effort it did give 
enough for me to drag it over my hips 
and settle its tightmess around my 
loins, It fitted me with a tensioning 
snugness like an overetight pair of 
swimetrunks, and already I could feel 
the compression that encompassed me 
from my waist to my thighs with uncom- 
fortable firmesse 


Just as I was becoming aware of the 
torment which this garment would afford 
me, Margie returned to the cellar, with 
some more odd items which she evidently 
was going to use in garbing me for my 
initiation into the rites of Bondage 
Hotel. With my mouth still gagged wide 
open and plastered with wide strips of 
adhesive tape, I really could not prope 
erly express my horror and resentment 
of what was happening to me, but I 
realized that it would do me no good 
anyway, so I tried to accept this as- 
pect of my fate as graciously as pose 
sible, I could only hope that an op- 
portunity to escape would be presented 
to me before it was too late, 


Margie now ordered me to thrust 
both my hands out between two bars of 
my cell, end she deftly forced a black 
leather double=glove over my extended 
hands, rendering me helpless to useé 
them in my defense. Now she unlocked 
the door to my cell and freely entered, 
knowing that I could do nothing effec- 
tive to interfere with her actions and 
planse 


She made me kneel before her and 
hold my hands and arms together over my 
head. Now she proceeded to lace the 
rest of the doubleeglove up my arms, 
tightly straining them together on each 
side of my head, pressing against my 
ears, As this process was accomplished, 
the full Satanic ingenuity of the Di-~ 
rectress was revealed to me, for the 
double-glove was both longer and more 
complex than I had realized, tIts base 
not only clasped my arms as it was 
laced with terrible snugness about me, 
but also included my head and shoul+ 
ders, with only a narrow opening oppo# 
site my eyes and small holes opposite 
my nostrils, 


When at last Margie hed tugged the 
laces tight and tied the last firm 
knot, she ordered me to my feet, and a 
more helpless and humiliated specimen 
of manhood never existed. My hips were 
too tightly compressed by the elastic 
briefs I wore, and my arms were held 
rigidly up over my head, my shoulders, 
head, arms, and hands firmly bound vere 
tically into an immovable upright mass 
through which I could only breathe and 
peer helplessly at what was still to 
COME 


Next the Fiendish Directress showe 
ed me a short black setin skirt, with 
frilly black lace around the hem, and a 
strong wide band about the waisteline, 
She showed me that the waisteband meas= 
ured only twenty-two inches, and then 
she went about the painful task of pute 
ting this frivolous feminine garment on 
me, It took a lot of tugging to con- 
press my waist to this fantastic small 
ness, end the pressure within my body 
was terrible to endure, but finally 
Margie gloatingly informed me that she 
had succeeded in giving me this defin- 


itely girlish, cinchedein figure, as a 
further evidence of my loss of mascu= 
linity under her domination in this bi- 
zarre establishment, 


Now she made me parade around in 
my cell and along the corridor, and she 
laughed and sneered as she told me how 
the short glistening black skirt with 
its lacy fringe swished and swirled as 
I walked, revealing the terribly tight 
elastic briefs which I wore beneath. 
And then she produced the final factor 
in my initiation costume. 


She held this up before my bewil- 
dered, helpless, angry eyes and gloate 
ingly demonstrated it before she starte 
ed applying it to my frustrated bodye 
At first it looked deceptively simple 
and harmless, but the longer I lived in 
durance vile at Bondage Hotel, the bet» 
ter I learned the lesson that nothing 
perpetrated upon their victims was true 
ly harmless, and the simpler the ap- 
pliance, the more likely it was to have 
fiendish effects. What did not torment 


the body of the prisoner was sure to 
humiliate his soule 


This last item for me to endure 
was simply a pair of black leather san-= 
dals with exaggeratedly long thongs for 
lacing them on. I was ordered to hold 
one foot up while Margie applied this 
weird footegear to me, By bending fore 
ward as I teetered precariously on one 
foot, I could watch as she deftly shod 
me in this off-beat manner. The san- 
dals were tightly laced onto my feet, 
over my instep, and around my ankles, 
and only then did I come to realize 
that wearing them I would be wnable to 
bend my ankle at all, It would be held 
firmly in a fully pointed position, so 
that I would always be standing on fuil 
tiptoe. 


And to add to the bizarre effect 
Which these sandals created both in ap- 
pearance and in the feelings of the 
wearer, the slim, strong leather lac- 
ings did not stop at the ankles, 
Quickly and tightly Margie crisscrossed 
the thongs up my calves, forming an ine 


tricate leather mesh over my lmees, and 
then wove the tight net up my thighs. 
When she reached the brief elastic pane 
ties which I wore, she knotted the 
laces and fastened them up to the tight 
waist-cinch go that there was no chance 
of the tooetight network that encased 
my limbs sliding off, 


In another few moments my other 
leg was similarly enmeshed in a sieve 
of taut leather while my foot was held 
inexorably at fullest extension. Now I 
was ordered to stand erect on my own 
two feet, and I teetered on tiptos 
while I was forced to strut awkwardly 
up and down the corridor, my arms upe~ 
right over my trussed head, the skirt 
swishing about my elastically encased 
hips, and the leather thongs of my san- 
dals cutting into the taut skin of my 
straining legs. Margie gloated over my 
helpless predicament as she ordered me 
upstairs, promising me that the true 
ingeniousness of my costume would bee 
come more apparent to me, its wearer, 
as time passed, 


Every time that I stumbled or 
walked awkwardly in my weird and exotic 
bondage, a shot from Margie'ts rubber- 
band gun stung some portion of my ex- 
posed body, a harsh reminder to be 6x- 
tra careful how I moved and behaved un» 
der the strict female domination which 
was to be my terrible lot, I could 
not even talk to express my resentment 
of this humiliating treatment as I was 
driven into the huge ballroom on the 
main floor, where the exotic guests and 
their bondaged servants were preparing 
for a sumptuous luncheon, 


Betty now produced a weird silver 
tray which she affixed to my painfully 
tight wailst-cinch belt. The outer edge 
of the tray was supported by a silver 
chain which ran up to be fastened to my 
upright inmovable hands. Cocktail and 
wine glasses were now placed on this 
tray, each glass full almost to the 
rim, and I was ordered to pass them ae 
round among the guests. Every time 
that the slightest drop spilled from 
one of the glasses, one of Margie's 
stinging rubber bands lashed my de-= 
fenseless body as punishment for my 


clumsinesse 


As I performed this menial duty, 
the first and easiest of many that 
would fall to me, I began to acknowledge 
how Satanic was my costume, The strain 
of my hands and arms held rigidly vere 
tical above my head was extremely u- 
comfortable, and the weight of the tray 
made it even worse, My head was held 
immovable and my mouth was effectively 
gagged so I was indeed a helpless 
slave, even though I could see enough 
to be able to obey orders. Below this 
my waist was cinched in to a very ume 
masculine smallness and my hips were 
covered with the frilly feminine short 
skirt over the extremely ticht elastic 
briefs, 


But probably the most disturbing 
part of my costume was the bondage 
which encased me feet and legs, The 
design and tight lacings of the sandals 
forced me to stand on my toes at all 
times and to walk with deinty mincing 
steps, eliminating any chance for male 
dignity and power, But the laces 


stretched tightly in a crisscross mesh 
up the length of my legs not only gave 
the appearance of opera-length female 
stockings but also pressed firmly into 
my skin, cutting off slightly the cir- 
culation, At first this was not too 
bad, but as time passed, my feet began 
to tingle and burn, and I felt as if I 
were standing and walking on red hot 
needles. 


Amid all these torments and humil- 
jations I had to perform my slavish due 
ties and could not even protest against 
the indignities that these dominating 
females were perpetrating woon me, 
Every slightest mistake was punctuated 
by stinging shots from the rubbereband 
gun, not serious in themselves, but 
very annoying by the pain of their 
sting, and degrading in that they were 
inflicted upon me in my utter helpless- 
ness under their sadistic power. 


As the formal luncheon began I was 
again demoted in my duties, From a 
waiter serving these overbearing beau 
ties, I became a busboy, fit only to 


remove soiled dishes from their table. 
Beside each dominant girl's place, I 
was forced to kneel in abject humility 
while a girl»slave placed empty glasses, 
used napkins, dirty dishes, and food- 
scraps on the silver tray which I wore 
suspended from my upthrust fingers and 
braced against my tightly gripped 
waist. Then I had to eat to my 
bound feet and prance daintily to the 
kitchen where other flunkeys unloaded 
my burden. Then back into the dining- 
room I pranced to be loaded up again as 
I kmeeled in helpless subjection beside 
another exotic beauty. Any mistake was 
quickly brought to my attention by an- 
other scalding sting from a rubber 
band. 


As I performed my chores, the 
easiest and most virile that I was to 
encounter during my enforced servitude, 
another aspect of my slavery began to 
haunt meg As I have mentioned before, 
I was used to living the carefree, pre- 
datory life of a rich bachelor, This 
meant that whenever I saw a cute and 
attractive girl, I would make a play 


for here In my case I often succeeded 
in getting anything I really wanted and 
these frequent successes not only gave 
me great physical pleasure from my cone 
quests, but also were emotionally sate 
isfying in proving to me what a real 
man I Wase 


In my present role of personal 
slave to one or more of these bizarre 
beauties, I was being intimately and 
closely exposed to all their feminine 
charms as I hovered over them and knelt 
beside their exotically garbed and lan- 
guorously posed bodiss, Each of their 
costumes was expressly designed to ex~ 
ploit and display their exquisite fig- 
ures to the fullest extent, And I was 
forced to look at them and labor in the 
closest proximity with no chance of 
touching them or even speaking to one 
of them. They made no effort to hide 
their exotic forms so blatantly ex- 
posed, but treated me with no more cone 
cern than any other piece of inanimate 
and harmless furniture, They knew I 
was helpless so they ignored my existe 
ence as a male and treated me only as 


a neuter slave, Little did I realize 
then that this treatment was much to 

be preferred to what happened to me 
later, when these same beautiful and 
exotically clad girls used all their 
fiendish imagination to taunt and tease 
and tantalize my frustrated masculinity 
as I endured my terrible bondage at 
their vile private club. 


After the meal was over, the guests 
began to amuse themselves with me, 
They made me prance around the table, 
stopping from time to time so that some 
dominant female could feel my muscles, 
or admire my bondage=costume, or de= 
ride me for wearing the short flouncing 
skirt that more or less covered my hips. 
They made me stand absolutely still, a 
very difficult feat when I could only 
pose on tiptoe, while they felt the 
tensed sinews of my legs and snapped 
the tight leather thongs that bound 
them, remarking how the binding was 
cutting into my fleshe This made the 
burning and tingling in my feet and legs 
even worse, for movement seemed to ease 
the alarming sensations somewhat. 


Then some particularly satanic 
dominatrix would order me to lmeel 
close beside her and admire her bizarre 
costume. In this way my eyes would be 
just inches from full rounded bosoms, 
slimly encased waists, smoothly flaring 
hips, and firm silken thighs, And all 
I could do was look} 


As the luncheon session broke up, 
I was used for another menial duty in 
the service of these emotional Amazonse 
The silver servingetray had been ree 
moved from me before, but now a large 
heavy mirror was hung from my inmovably 
up-thrust hands by a silver chain, The 
reflecting surface extended from just 
below my eyes down to about my lnoese 
As each exotic girl rose from the ta- 
ble, it was my duty to go stand rigid- 
Ly still before her so that she could 
check the perfection of her makeeup and 
the superb fit of her bizarre costume. 


Over the top of the ponderous mire 
ror I was made to watch as sensuous lips 
were carefully encarmined, as excilting-~ 
ly snug and burstingly full bodices 


were adjusted, as lusciously tight and 
short skirts were swung into proper 
fit, and as fullelength stocking-seams 
were straightened. It seemed that each 
girl postured and wriggled directly in 
front of my impotent body in every way 
intended to tantalize me. And woe be- 
tide me if I stirred and made the mir- 
ae sway to interfere with her activi-g 
ties. 


When at last all the dominatrixes 
were seated in the lounge, the mirror 
was removed from me, and another gadget 
denoting my servitude was installed a= 
round my tightly cinched waist. On 
short polished bars extending from my 
belt on each side and front and back, 
were accessories for smoking. In front 
was a cup containing perfumed Turkish 
cigarettes with gold mouthpieces. In 
back was a holder for a gold lighter, 
And on each side was a golden ashtray, 
In this way my duties were never done, 
for by the time that each guest had her 
cigarette lit, it was time for me to 
continue circulating among them to proe 
vide ashtrays for their use. 


In my terribly constraining bon- 
dage, able to walk only with difficul- 
ty, it took some time before I realized 
what these female demons were all talke 
ing aboute They were talking about mej 


They were deciding my fate, They 
were planning how to use me as a come 
munity slave at such times as my two 
owners, Fern and Betty, did not require 
my more intimate services as their per~- 
sonal slave. 


Despite myself, I shuddered as I 
heard the details of my future layed 
down, with no hope for reprieve. 


‘VIXEN'S VENDETTA” 


WILL THAT BE ALL---OOF.. 
HEY’? WHAT'S WITH You ?? 


LARLY THE FOLLOWING MORNING- 


HUMPH/? T HAVE A 
FEELING VALERIE’S UP TO HER 
OLD TRICKS AGAIN, I BETTER 

LAY OFF THE SLEEP PILLS! 


WHERE'S A 
TAX! STAND, 
\\ SONNY P? 


‘ 


A SHORT TIME LATER THE VIXEN Gieis)| 
APPROACH THEIR DESTINATION. -- THE 


AY GUAR DIAN 
a I 


COUSIN RECEWE HER {f. 
TITLES! 


<]. BES PARDON/! THatT’s 
NOT NECESSARY... THE 


FALLS FOR IT, wilt \s 
GET MORE THAN 
HE BARGAINED 
FOR! SHE‘’S 
REALLY A 


MONSTER/ 


YOU INSOLENT LITTLE PUP! HOW DARE 
YOU ORDER US!! yoUdL DO AS WE 


AUNT KATE, HAVE, HAVE You GON f 
SAY... KATE, PUT HER iN THE BASEMENT 


MAD ? W-WHY YOU KNOW I-I GOULD 
NEVER DOTHAT! NOW, UNTIE ME--¥ES 
THIS INSTANCE?! 


4 
, 


ATTERING AT THE HANDS OF BORIS, JULIE IS DRAGGED TOA 
E DANK, BRICK WALLS.... ee 


ive ——= os 


Ee 
5" 


THEN WE RESORT 1O MY 


WAY--vUST REMEMBER’ 


~~ 


att 


IS ee 

VOSA Sag 

wariMgiger— 
ae 


s 


«x 


YOURE A HANDSOME AND 
INTELLIGENT YOUNG WOWAN. +S 
NOW PROVE IT BY SIGNING- 
THE DOCUMENTS, JULIE GIRE 


J W/7 QUT FURTHER ff 
: DELAY! wf 


—— | 


OWN, IN THE MUSTY, WATER SOAKED RAT INFESTED CATACOMBS OF THE 

CASTLE, JULIE, GAGGED AND ROPED, DANGLES IN TERROR AND PAIN. 
JUST WITHIN REACH 16 A RING THAT SHE HAS BEEN TOLD TO PULL, WHEN 
READY TO COMPLY WITH THEIR DEMANDS | msi 7 | 


> 


oss ted 
1 ley 
wea 


SET # B-1 


SET # B-3 SET # B-4 


There are eight photos in each set. Each set sails for Three 
Dollars. Mark which set or sets you wish by number plus 20¢ for 
postage and handling. : 


We have new numbers coming out every week, photos and 


drawings. We have been very fortunate to obtain one of America’s 
foremost artists in this field -—STANTON. 


SET # B-7 SET # B-8 


Watch for the new issues, We are in the process now of finish- 
ing our first catalogue. If interested in our new catalogue, write to 
Satellite Publishing Co., 74 Montgomery St., Jersey City, New 
Jersey. Send 50¢ for postage and handling. 


SET # B-12 

There are eight photos in each set. Each set sells for Three 
Deilars. Mark which set or sets you wish by number plus 20¢ for 
postage and handling. 


We have new numbers coming out every week, photos and 
drawings. We have been very fortunate to obtain one of America's 
foremost artists in this field—STANTON. 


SET # Bell 


SET # B-15 SET # B-16 
Watch for the new issues. We are in the process now of finish- 
ing our first catalogue. If interested in our new catalogue, write to 
Satellite Publishing Co., 74 Montgomery St., Jersey City, New 
Jersey. Send 50¢ for postage and handling. 


WRITE TO 


SATELLITE PUB. CO., 74 MONTGOMERY ST. JERSEY CITY 2, N. J. 
“BOUND" No. |—Beautifully Illustrated by Stanton and Eneg $5.00 
“BOUND” No. 2—Beautifully Illustrated by Stanton and Eneg. $5.09 
“HAMPERED HERCULES" by DeMarque 

Excellently written by the author of Bondage Hotel and illustrated 

by Eneg $4.99 
“HAMPERED HERCULES” Book Il 

DeMarque comes right back and hits harder the second time. 


Illustrated by Stanton $4.99 
“CORRESPONDENCE ISSUE" No. |. Illustrated by artists Stanton 
and Eneg and photos. This book contains in our opinion, the very 
best letters written by our readers. $5.00 


“CORRESPONDENCE STORY" No. | by Stanton 


This is a letter written by one of our correspondents that we felt 
deserved special handling. It is a knock down drag-out fight be- 
tween a beautiful Gypsy girl and an English society girl. This has 
been illustrated with eleven Stanton drawings. $2.00 


We have several more letters that we feel are very good and 
deserve this special format. They are on various subjects and are now in 
the process of being illustrated. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


SATELLITE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
74 MONTGOMERY STREET 
JERSEY CITY 2, N. J. 


Gentlemen: 


Kindly place my name on your mailing list to receive 
all of your bulletins, etc. 


A Note from Miss Bound 


published by 
SATELLITE PUBLISHING CO. 
74 MONTGOMERY STREET 
JERSEY CITY 2, N. J. 


We invade, by invitation only, that reaim of domestic relations 
wherein blend the elements of fancy and daydream. 


We explore the vast range of individual varieties of feelings ana 
desires of our readers. 


We will endeavor to print only NEW and ORIGINAL material. 


We have obtained the best artists and writers and photograchers 
in this field. 


We shall break through the dull curtain of convention and trave! 
into the realm of fancy and self expression wherein so many men ang 
women find refuge from drab conventionalism. 

We do not think you will find our Books dull, for we will strive 


continually to make our Publications interesting, enlightening, and 
entertaining. 


